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away their time to please strangers. f There being no
outlet left in the modern condition of things for
their old spirit of chase and adventure^ these men of
daring and hardihood have of late, I was told, rapidly
deteriorated, and, in spite of every effort made by
the Federal Government to preserve them, they
are now fast dying out. And well they might, and
the sooner the better; for no worse fate can await
an ancient race of warriors than being left to lead a
life of indolence and ease and eat the crumbs of pity
and sufferance at the hands of their conquerors!

My musical friend suggested that we should go in
the afternoon to Point Loma and see the Head-
quarters of the Theosophical Society. Nothing could
have met my wishes better, for at one period of my
life I was deeply interested in the Society and was
fairly well conversant -with its history and literature.
Accordingly in the afternoon we drove in a motor
car all along the Bay to Point Loma, and as my
friend had previously sent an intimation of our
coming, we found when we reached the Head-
quarters two of the heads of the Society waiting to
receive us. The Headquarters have a splendid
situation up a broad eminence overlooking the
Pacific and the whole place is beautifully wooded with
trees and shrubs brought from all climes and every
country, where one found the Egyptian palm stand-
ing by the Swiss pine and the Australian eucalyptus
waving beside the pepper-tree from the Malay Isles.
Not twenty years ago this eminence looked a God-
forsaken place of bare rocks projecting out of a
wilderness of sage-brush and nameless weeds, and